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Could There Be Another Thousand Stories Like You And Me? 


| stood on top of the old abandoned warehouse looking over the city of London that shone like a diamond in the 
night. Five years today since the accident and | missed him more than ever. | couldn't live without him. Not a 


day went by when | didn't think of him and | have never been with anyone else since. | mean there had been 


groupies but no one permanent. Being a rock star | had everything most people would dream about having, 
girls, fans, fame but it was worthless without him. | still blamed myself and it was a jagged wound in my heart 
and soul that no amount of time would ever heal. | walked up to the edge of the roof, took a deep breath and 


thought back to that eventful night. "Victims are we all," | muttered softly. 


| waited for Davey in dark dirty the ally behind the ‘Cart and Horses pub. | was starting to worry about 


where he was when | saw the blonde come round the corner. 
"Sorry | took so long Ade, | had trouble getting out of the house." 
| cupped his face in my hand and kissed him softly. 


"It doesn't matter babe, you're here now and that's what matters." This was the only time me and Dave could 
meet. Once a week in the middle of the night. If our parents knew we were seeing each other | would never see 
him again. Firstly because we are gay and if our parents knew that we would be disowned. Secondly he was a 
rich boy from the West End and | was from a council estate in the East End and his parents would never 
accept someone like me, boy or girl. The middle class, private school boy, dating the working class guy who 


goes to the local Comprehensive was something that was unheard of. 
"Follow me," | whispered in his ear, "I've got something to show you." 


We ran. | navigated through the maze of alleyways and side roads that | had known since | was a kid. The only 
people we saw were the down and outs. The homeless, the druggies, the drunks and the people with nowhere 
left to go. It took us a good I5 minutes of running to reach our destination, an old warehouse district that had 
been abandoned as long as | could remember. Most of them were nothing more than abandoned wrecks or 
burnt out shells but there were a few that were still just about solid. | cut a whole in the chicken wire fence, 


using my Swiss army knife, and helped him through before leading him over to one of the warehouses. 
"What the fuck are we doing here?" 
"You'll see in a minute," | said with a mischievous smile. 


Davey followed me up an old rusted ladder attached to one of the more stable buildings. Once on top you could 


almost see the whole of London 
"What do you think then?" 


"Is beautiful. Each of those lights looks like a miniature star. And each window holds a story." 
We sat down, leaning against the old chimney. | took Davey into my arms before pulling a bottle of cheap wine 
out of my jacket. 


"Where the fuck did you get that from?" 
"Nicked it from the local off licence," | replied with a shrug. 


We passed it back and forth taking swigs and enjoying each others company. | put down the bottle of wine and 
passionately kissed him. My tongue exploring every crevice of his mouth, savouring his taste, enjoying his 


Touch as he ran hands through my hair, under my t-shirt and over my body. 


Before | could stop him he stood up and walked back a few small steps. My heart jumped into my mouth as | 
watched him slip and fall. "Davey!" | shouted as | lunged forward grabbing his hand. 
"Don't let go Ade, please don't let go!" 


"I won't babe, just grab my other hand!" | shouted my voice full of fear. 


| saw the look of absolute terror in his eyes as | tried to with everything | had to pull him back up. | felt panic 
sweep over me as | felt my hand start to get sweaty and my grip fail as his hand slowly slipped out of mine. 


"Dave!" | shouted as he fell. 


| ran, climbing straight down the ladder and to where Dave's body lay. | brushed the hair out of his face and 
looked into his beautiful blue eyes, once so full of life but now just blank and empty, with out the spark of fun 
and mischief that filled them while he was alive. | cradled the body of my boyfriend in my arms, sobs shaking 
my body and tears running down my cheeks as | felt the blood poor out of Dave's lifeless body and soak my 
Led Zeppelin t-shirt. 


"Victims are we all" That one phrase sums up life so well. We are all victims really. Victims of life, victims of 
death, victims of love and victims of heart brake. | looked over the view of London. A place full of memories 
both good and bad. A place | hadn't seen in a year due to touring. | still blamed my self for Dave's death and 
the pain never got any better. | visited this place every year in the hope one day | would get the courage to 
join him and every year | chickened out. But this year was different | was determined to end it join the one 
person who brought me happiness. | took a deep breath and stepped forward. Freefalling for a minute before 


my world finally went black. 


